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persistent; Carlotta di Mendoza, a frightened, ex-
quisitely beautiful child with that queer air of be-
longing to the world of mystery, seeking to give him
some message out of her wonderful, appealing eyes.
And finally there was the fact that some one had
slammed the door of his bungalow with the idea of
locking him out for the night. There was something
so absurd about this last that he was goaded to
action. He rose to his feet, looked once more at the
narrow strip of metal which stood between him and
his bed and made his way round to the back of the
bungalow. Nothing was easier than the remainder
of his task. The small blade of his penknife was suf-
ficient to lever the catch of the kitchen window. He
hoisted himself without effort to the sill and dropped
lightly on to the other side. He walked through to
the lounge. It appeared undisturbed, his key osten-
tatiously displayed upon the table. He moved on to
the bedroom and here received perhaps the great-
est shock of the evening. Lying stretched upon his
bed, her head thrown back amongst the pillows,
with a delicacy of outline in her posture which had
been lacking outside in the wicker chair, an attrac-
tion in her quiet, profound sleep which had not
been present in her waking moments, was Carlotta
di Mendoza, There was a smile upon her lips which
was almost beatific. Granet realized then that she
had corne to him in a state of terror which in repose
she had entirely lost. He realized also that she was
occupying the only bed in the place and had every
appearance of having settled down for the night*
Added to which it was past one o'clock in the